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HOLLY ELIZABETH MCGINNIS: A Work of Children’s Literature to Address Realities of 
Childhood in the Southern United States 




This thesis investigated the intersection of life’s realities and children’s literature. 
Representation is an oft-talked-about area of children’s literature. It is coming to light that many 
groups are underrepresented in writings for children, and recent works are attempting to broaden 
the types and backgrounds of characters to represent the diversity of readers and authors. This 
thesis is the author’s attempt to accurately represent the types of students she encountered in 
student teaching experiences in the Oxford-area. Using inspiration from her own childhood and 
knowledge of student reading practice from undergraduate education and specific research, she 
has crafted a story written for children at approximately a 5.1 ATOS reading level, according to 
the Renaissance ATOS for Text analyzer.  
 This reading level lends itself to enjoyment and study by 5th grade students, but it also 
fills a specific niche. It is written in such a way as to be subject-appropriate for younger students 
with an advanced reading level. Many times gifted and talented students in the 3rd and 4th grade 
shy away from reading books at their own advanced reading level, choosing instead to read 
books with a lower reading level that has a subject that interests them. The ambiguous age of the 
protagonist is intentional; its purpose is to allow students to connect to her without preconceived 
ideas about her age and grade level.  
 
   
v 
 
TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 
CHAPTER 1: A SATURDAY AFTERNOON ...............................................................................1 
CHAPTER 2: A SPECIAL DAY AT CHURCH ............................................................................5 
CHAPTER 3: RUDE! ....................................................................................................................11 
CHAPTER 4: EVEN RUDER .......................................................................................................16 
CHAPTER 5: THAT’S WHAT FRIENDS DO.............................................................................21 
CHAPTER 6: PACKING AND SPEEDING RIGHT ALONG ....................................................26 
CHAPTER 7: CAMPING AT LAST ............................................................................................30 
CHAPTER 8: FUN AND AWKWARDNESS ..............................................................................36 
CHAPER 9: AN ACCIDENT-PRONE FISHERWOMAN ..........................................................41 








Chapter 1: A Saturday Afternoon 
 
It was so hot today! Molly rested her gun against her shoulder and used her free hand to 
wipe the sweat from her forehead. It was a bit hard to do with a camouflage baseball cap and big 
hearing protectors on her head. She must look funny with them over her ears. They looked like 
big, plastic earmuffs, and she felt like a bobble head if she moved her neck. But they kept her 
ears from hurting when the hunters around her shot their guns. 
 She was excited to get into position and start hunting. She followed her mom and dad 
through the sunflower field, carefully stepping over the large, dry stalks. She watched as the 
doves flew overhead and the hunters pointed their guns up at the last second and aimed carefully 
at the bird flying rapidly in the beautiful blue sky. One hunter’s aim was especially good, and the 
bang of his gun was followed by the bird falling from the sky. He would have dove to eat 
tonight!  
 “Molly, come here!” her dad called. Dad was the best hunter and shooter Molly knew. He 
never missed. She carefully carried her gun and trudged over to her father. He kneeled down and 
pointed up at the sky. “Watch for birds as they fly across the sky. They’ll be coming from over 
that tree line,” he said, pointing to the left where a row of trees blocked her view of the sky 
beyond. “You pick one bird and follow it with your gun. Line up the sight– see the bead at the 
end of the barrel? Line that up with the bird, and when it just covers up the bird, squeeze the 
trigger and shoot. You’ll hit it every time.” 
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“What if the bird is flying at me, Daddy?” Molly asked. She wanted to be prepared for anything.  
 “You have to make sure you’re shooting into the air. Never shoot anywhere where there 
might be a person. When you follow that bird, you do the same thing: follow the bird with the 
sight, and when the bead covers up the bird, pull the trigger. You’re my little dove slayer. You’re 
going to do great.” Molly loved to hear her dad praise her, but she wasn’t sure she would be able 
to hit any of the flying doves. They were so fast!  
 Suddenly, a dove appeared from over the trees. 
 “There’s one!” Dad said. “Hold still. Wait till it gets closer.” Molly stood so still that she 
thought she might twitch. She could feel some sweat dripping down her forehead, but she didn’t 
move. “Now!” Dad said. Molly threw her gun up to her shoulder. She pushed the end of it tight 
against her shoulder, closed her left eye, and looked down the barrel. She saw the little bead at 
the end of her gun, and she lined it up with the bird as best she could. It was now or never! She 
squeezed the trigger. The bird kept flying. She had missed! She was so disappointed until she 
heard a gunshot from right beside her, and she saw the bird fall to the ground behind some 
sunflowers. Mom had gotten it!  
 “Good job, Mommy! I’ll get it!” Molly rushed to where the dove had fallen, keeping her 
eyes on the spot just like Dad had taught her. She didn’t even blink until she found the dove 
lying in the dirt. She grabbed it by its feet and pulled it up. The bird was as dead as a doornail. 
Mom had made sure that the bird didn’t suffer, just like a good hunter should. Molly ran back to 
her parents and presented the bird to her mom.  
 “Good shot, Mom!” She said. 
 The rest of the afternoon passed by slowly. She sat in a brown lawn chair when the doves 
weren’t flying overhead and drew her finger through the dry dirt. This wasn’t as exciting as 
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she’d hoped it would be because there wasn’t much to do when you had to wait for the birds to 
appear. She looked around the field of dried sunflowers. Hunters were scattered around it, 
waiting for doves. Far away, some shot at birds she couldn’t see yet. The sounds of their guns 
sounded tiny and far away, like someone hitting a plastic bucket with a spoon. The sky was a 
beautiful shade of blue today. Molly stared at it, waiting for doves, until she saw swirling white 
spots, and she knew her eyes were playing tricks on her. She wrote in the dust some more.  
 She wished her friend Sarah was here. Sarah’s family didn’t hunt, but they went to 
church together, and Sarah and Molly were best friends. They liked to pretend they were twins. 
They both had brown hair and brown eyes, and they liked all the same things. Mostly.  
 If Sarah were here, Molly thought, they could play together and make pretend cities out 
of piles of earth. They could use the sunflower stalks as people and make houses with the grass. 
Instead Molly just piled up the dirt and pretended the mounds were the great pyramids in Egypt. 
This was turning out to be such a long afternoon, and it was so hot that Molly couldn’t stop 
sweating. Her hair stuck to her head and neck, and it dripped down her back, making her squirm. 
She liked living in Mississippi, but sometimes she wished it wasn’t so stinking hot.  
 Finally, she couldn’t stand sitting around anymore, so she picked up her gun and watched 
for doves. There still weren’t any flying close enough for her to shoot. Dad decided that it was 
time to start packing up.  
 “I’ll go get the truck,” he said to Molly and Mom. “You two keep hunting for a few more 
minutes.” As Dad walked off, Molly stood ready. She only had to be here for a few more 
minutes, so she would be a great hunter for this last little while. She looked left, and she looked 
right. No doves yet. She looked left, and she looked right. Still no doves. She looked left again, 
and this time there was a dove! It was flying straight at her. She waited and waited, and then she 
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waited for just one second more. Then she quickly picked her gun up, followed the dove with her 
sight, and squeezed the trigger. Bang! She followed the dove for one more second before 
dropping her gun. The dove was falling! It fell, and it fell, and it landed right at Molly’s feet. 
Molly looked at her mom.  
 “That was incredible!” Mom shouted! Molly beamed at her mother and felt all warm 
inside. She was a great hunter! She could hit a dove flying right at her as fast as it could fly. She 
picked the dove up and gave it to her mom. She couldn’t stop smiling. It was like Molly was part 
of a special club now, and she felt so proud when she told her dad how the dove had fallen right 
at her feet, like she was the queen or something. As she ate her hamburger on the car ride home 
that night, she thought that dove hunting was super fun after all. And boy, did she have a fun 
story for Sarah!  
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Chapter 2: A Special Day at Church 
 
 The next day of the week was Sunday, church day. But today was also a special day for 
Molly’s family. She and Sarah were getting baptized today! They had both decided to follow 
Jesus, and they would show their whole church this morning by being dunked under the water by 
Pastor Bob.  
Mom and Dad were in a rush, but Molly was still standing at the bathroom mirror, 
desperately trying to get her hair into a neat ponytail. But it wasn’t cooperating! Each time she 
smoothed a section with her brush, another section became messy again. She scrunched up her 
face in frustration and glared at herself in the mirror. 
“Come on, hair!” she said. 
“Molly, time to go!” Mom called from downstairs. “We’re gonna be late!”  
“Coming!” Molly yelled. She threw down her hairbrush and used her hand to push the 
messy sections of her hair flat.  
“There!” 
Molly and her parents piled in the car, and they took off for church. Along the way, 
Molly watched the familiar sights go by, as if she was watching the world in fast-forward. There 
was the co-op, the gas station, the familiar trees as they sped along the highway. As they neared 
the church, Molly closed her eyes, feeling each turn and bump.  
 That’s the turn onto Chapel Road, she thought. Suddenly she was jostled, and she had to 
carefully keep her head from hitting the car window. And that’s the pothole in front of the 
Chinese restaurant. She could feel the car take a big right turn. If we just passed the Chinese 
restaurant… we’re turning at Brown Dog Corners. We’re almost there! She thought they had 
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about thirty seconds before they reached the church. Molly started counting down. Thirty… 
twenty-nine… twenty-eight… She counted until she felt the car stop and take the final turn into 
the parking lot. Negative five… Negative six… We’re here!  
 Molly opened her eyes and hopped out of the car. She grabbed her mother’s hand and 
skipped across the parking lot. It was making her nervous to think about getting baptized in front 
of all those people, so she skipped instead of walked and sang instead of talked. Maybe if she 
didn’t act scared, she wouldn’t feel afraid.  
At the church door, she saw two people that she hadn’t expected to see: her grandparents. 
They didn’t exactly believe what Molly and her parents believed. They believed God wanted 
parents to baptize their children as little babies and that people should take the Lord’s Supper 
every Sunday. Won’t they feel awkward here? Molly wondered. If they think I should have been 
baptized as a baby, won’t it make them mad to see me be baptized as big kid? But her grandpa 
and grandma both had smiles on their faces, and they hugged Molly tightly.  
“Congratulations, dear,” Grandma said.  
“I’m glad to see you,” Grandpa added. Grandma had given Molly a squeezy hug, but 
Grandpa gently put his arm around Molly. Hugging Grandpa was like hugging a tree branch. He 
was so thin and tall, he felt very far away. But Molly was still excited that he was here.  
Molly climbed the three concrete steps into the church. The Mississippi sun was hot on 
her face, and it bounced off the bright concrete. A bead of sweat wiggled down her back, and she 
hoped her church clothes weren’t getting dirty. She wasn’t sure how she was sweating; she felt 
all cold and panicky inside.  
As she climbed the stairs inside the church, Molly felt more butterflies in her stomach. 
Her knees felt wobbly as she thought about all those people who were about to watch her. Have 
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these stairs always been so tall? she wondered. She would rather be sliding down the banister 
right now, going home. When no one was watching, she would drape one arm over the rail, lay 
her other arm over it, and lift her feet. It was the way she invented to go down the stairs even 
faster. She once beat her friend Adam in a race that way. Right now, though, her feet felt all 
tingly, and she didn’t think she could outrun anyone. Finally, she made it to the second floor. 
The worship music had started, its melody softly audible through the building’s walls. She would 
be baptized after the third song.  
Sarah was waiting near the baptistry. Her wonderful face lit up when she saw Molly, and 
she ran to give Molly a big hug. When Sarah hugged you, you knew it. She didn’t give halfway-
hugs. Molly’s face was buried in Sarah’s hair as the two girls squeezed each other tight. Sarah’s 
hair was beautiful and curly, but there was so much of it! Molly couldn’t imagine having that 
much hair, but it looked really good on Sarah.  
After they finished embracing, Molly turned and said hello to Sarah’s parents. Mr. 
Charles and Mrs. Linda were some of the nicest people Molly knew. Sure, Mrs. Linda had the 
most Southern accent Molly had ever heard, and Mr. Charles laughed so loudly it would startle 
her sometimes, but she loved them nevertheless. There was one thing about the two of them 
together that bothered Molly, though. She would never had said so out loud to anybody, but 
deep-down Molly thought they just looked like they really didn’t go together. Mr. Charles was 
just so tall and thin, while Mrs. Linda was so short and a little round. Molly had never seen them 
kiss, but Molly had to imagine that when they did, Mr. Charles had to bend down at the waist to 
reach his wife. At least Molly’s parents were about the same height. Perhaps it was just time to 
accept that a person could marry somebody no matter what they looked like.  
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Sarah had no idea what Molly was thinking. She bounced up and down, and she already 
had changed into a church t-shirt to be baptized. It was a bright blue, and the short sleeves came 
down almost to her elbows.  
“I’m so excited! How about you?” she questioned. Her eyes were sparkling, and Molly 
could tell that she didn’t have to fake being brave. 
“I’m excited, too,” Molly lied. If Sarah wasn’t nervous, then she wouldn’t let anyone 
know that she was! 
Pastor Bob poked his head out of the baptistry door.  
“Y’all ready?” he asked. Pastor Bob was a fun person. His hair was bright white, but he 
acted like a kid. You didn’t feel worried like you were talking with a grown-up with Pastor Bob. 
His job was to plan how the people at church went to tell others about Jesus, but he hadn’t been 
too busy to answer any of Molly’s questions, even though she was a person already inside the 
church. She thought Pastor Bob was really “something else.” 
He led Sarah and Molly into the baptistry. The church was singing its last song, so Molly 
had to hurry and change out of her nice church clothes into a t-shirt and shorts that she could get 
wet. She picked a nice purple shirt. As she finished up, the last worship song was ending, and 
Pastor John began praying. Molly bowed her head. Pastor John’s voice went up and down, quiet 
and loud, and it matched the piano music that was playing softly behind it. Molly wasn’t paying 
much attention to what he was saying, but if he was talking to God, she knew she should be 
silent.  
“In Jesus’ name, Amen.” And then Pastor John was introducing Sarah and Molly. In what 
seemed like a second, he was leading Molly into the water, one foot in front of the other down 
the stairs into the dark baptistery. It looked like a huge tiled bathtub or a small pool, and it had a 
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funny rocking chair in the water, which was warm, almost bathwater temperature. As she 
stepped deeper into the water, Molly had to push down her t-shirt because it wanted to bubble 
around her torso. It wouldn’t be very good to show the whole church her stomach! Pastor Bob set 
her atop the rocking seat in the tub. Oh no! She wasn’t going to get to sit on it, just stand on it. 
She’d always wanted to try the rocking seat in the baptistry. When you sat on it, you hooked 
your feet underneath it, so when the pastor dunked you, only your upper body moved. It looked 
really fun. But Molly was too short. Dang it! 
The lights came up, and suddenly she couldn’t see anything at all. The whole church was 
in darkness in front of her, but every inch of her was lit up. She felt like a little purple beetle bug 
in front of a colony of ants. It was a good thing that she didn’t have to say anything; she wasn’t 
sure she could. Pastor Bob read the story of how she chose to follow Jesus to the whole church. 
He read it just how it happened, including all her conversations with Mom and Pastor Bob. Then 
he turned to Molly and asked: 
“Molly, is this your story?” 
“Yes, it is,” she replied. She had never heard her voice sound so tiny before.  
“Then it is my privilege to baptize you, my sister, in the name of the Father, Son, and 
Holy Spirit.” Pastor Bob pinched her nose and rocked her backwards, pushing her gently under 
water. Molly had to fight to keep her feet from floating up. If her whole body didn’t go under the 
water, then maybe it wouldn’t count, she worried. In a second, Pastor Bob was bringing her up 
again, and she was baptized! The lights went down, and he helped her up the stairs. He then 
reached for Sarah’s hand, and it was her turn. Molly watched as her friend was baptized, and she 
wished she was more like Sarah. Sarah smiled while Pastor Bob told the church her story, and 
she waved at her family in the audience. It didn’t bother Sarah at all to be in front of all those 
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people, and Molly wished God had made her a braver person. She also wished her grandparents 
didn’t go to a different church.
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Chapter 3: Rude! 
 
Mom and Mrs. Linda led Molly and Sarah to Sunday school once they had dried off and 
changed back into their dry, Sunday clothes. Molly and Sarah held hands and skipped down the 
hallway as their mothers chatted. When they arrived at their classroom, Molly rushed in and 
waved goodbye to her mom, and Sarah gave her mother a hug before entering. Molly noticed a 
red-haired girl named looking at Sarah. This girl was Taylor, and she glanced at Mrs. Linda and 
then gawked at Sarah before going back to reading the Bible story with their teacher. Brother 
Jack was teaching about the prodigal son and his brother. Molly and Sarah found two chairs in 
the back and sat down to listen. Brother Jack was another pastor that Molly loved. All the kids 
loved him, really. He was so fun! He would tell Bible stories all seriously, but when it was game 
time, he was crazy just like a kid. But now was his serious Bible lesson time. Molly knew the 
story, but she’d never thought about it this much before.  
See, when the prodigal son returned from spending all of his father’s money and living 
with pigs, the father threw a big party because his son had come home. But his brother had been 
living a respectable life with their father, and he had never gotten a party! Molly could 
sympathize with the older brother. Sure, the prodigal brother’s return called for a party, but 
couldn’t the father celebrate his virtuous son, too? She would have to think really hard about 
what Jesus meant when he had told the story.  
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Soon, it was game time. Brother Jack gave all the kids red rags, and they tucked these 
into their pants and pockets. These rags were their “tails,” and whoever was the last person with 
his or her tail won the game. Molly loved this. She was fast, so usually if she just kept running, 
she could keep her tail for a long time.  
Brother Jack called, “Go!” and everyone rushed to play. Molly sprinted around the room 
in a big circle. Some tried to catch her, but they soon tired and turned to catch someone else. She 
watched as Sarah faced off against one of the boys. Sarah hopped backwards as he grasped for 
her tail. She zigzagged left and right, dodging his hands quickly. She, too, tried to grab his tail, 
but he had it wrapped around his belt loop. Cheater! Suddenly, Sarah’s foot scuffed against the 
ground, and she rolled backwards, landing on her bottom. The boy snatched her tail and rushed 
off with his prize. Defeated, Sarah picked herself up and walked to the edge of the room. She 
was out.  
Molly still dashed around the room, but she was getting tired, so she stopped for a minute 
while no one noticed. Without warning, Taylor dashed in from behind her and yanked her tail 
from her back pocket.  
“Hey!” Molly protested. She hadn’t even seen her coming!  
“Ha-ha!” Taylor taunted, but, as she did, another boy swooped around her, tapping her on 
the left shoulder while seizing Taylor’s tail from her right pocket. Now they both were out. With 
her head drooping, Molly walked over to where Sarah was sitting against the wall. She slid down 
it into a sitting position.  
“Hey.” Molly said. 
“Hey.” Sarah answered.  
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“Hey!” Taylor interrupted. She plopped down next to the other two girls. “What are y’all 
talking about?” 
“Well, I was just going to tell Sarah all about yesterday, when me and my family went 
dove hunting. It was so much fun! I killed a dove.”  
“Ew! How could you kill something! That’s horrible!” Taylor complained.  
“Nuh-uh!” Sarah said. “It’s just like eating a hamburger. Or are your burgers still alive 
when you eat them?” 
“It’s not the same thing!” Taylor protested.  
“Yeah it is,” Molly said. The three girls sat in silence for a moment.  
“So, I hadn’t gotten any birds all day,” Molly began.  
“Good,” Taylor said.  
“And this one was flying right at me,” Molly continued, ignoring Taylor. “It just came 
straight at me, and I threw my gun up and looked down the sights, following it like my dad told 
me, and, when it got close enough, I squeezed the trigger.” 
“And you got it?” Sarah whispered intently. 
“Yep. And then it fell, and fell, and fell…” 
“Uh huh.” 
“And it landed right at my feet,” Molly announced. 
“It did not!” Sarah squealed.  
“It did, too! Ask my mom! She saw it!” 
 “That’s so cool!” Sarah exclaimed. 
“That’s gross,” Taylor countered.  
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“It was fun!” Molly protested. “And we’re gonna eat it when we go camping, right 
Sarah?” 
“Yep. And it’s gonna be delicious.” 
Taylor didn’t seem to have anything to say about the taste of meat, so she didn’t reply. Molly and 
Sarah disliked Taylor, and Taylor apparently thought Molly was barbaric, but she still didn’t 
leave. Molly wished she would. Taylor looked at Sarah intently. 
“Are you adopted?” she asked.  
“No,” Sarah answered. Molly noticed that she had that funny look on her face. Her thick 
eyebrows turned down, but her whole head turned upwards.  
“But you and your mom are different colors,” Taylor said. 
“Moms can be different colors,” Sarah retorted.  
“Yeah, but your mom’s a different skin color than you,” Taylor insisted.  
“She’s still my mom. And I’m not adopted,” Sarah declared. Her face was now turned all 
the way down, and her eyes stared into Taylor’s. Molly hadn’t seen this face before.  
“Fine,” Taylor said, as she stood up to leave. “But I think you should make sure that 
you’re not adopted.” 
“No, thanks,” Sarah answered. Molly smiled. Leave it to Sarah to be polite even when 
she was mad.  
“You ok?” Molly asked.  
“I’m fine,” Sarah retorted. 
“You could have just told her that your dad was black and you’re a mix between your 
parents.” 
 “It’s none of her business,” Sarah announced.  
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“Ok.” Molly didn’t understand what Sarah was thinking. It seemed to her that if 
something could be explained, then it should be, but Sarah hadn’t clarified anything to Taylor. 
“But you still could of..” she began.  
“It doesn’t matter!” Sarah snapped. Sarah was saved from more questioning by Brother 
Jack starting a new game. She jumped up and was the first person in line for her tail. A wiggly 
feeling started in Molly’s gut. All she knew was that Taylor was rude, Sarah was mad, and she 
didn’t understand what the right move was. 
  






Chapter 4: Even Ruder 
 
On Monday morning, Molly was glad to be back in school. Well, she was glad not to 
have to deal with Taylor, but she wasn’t happy to have to wake up so early. Getting out of bed 
was about the hardest thing for her to do. Every morning she would drag herself down the stairs 
and climb in her mom’s bed for a few more minutes of rest while Mom made them breakfast. 
Molly would eat off of a TV tray while her mom glanced at the news and got ready for work. If 
Molly was lucky, their cat would jump on the bed and snuggle.  
This morning she had been lucky. Socks had jumped right on the bed, walked across her 
stomach, and nuzzled his furry face against Molly’s cheek. All morning the feeling of Sock’s 
cuddles stayed with her, even on the long drive to school and the lengthy wait in the gym before 
school started. After she was finally allowed to go to class, she plodded down the hallway and 
tried to mentally prepare herself to start the day.  
Entering the classroom, she took a deep breath. It smelled like Mrs. Ross’s air freshener 
and Expo markers. It was an apple-y kind of classroom smell. Molly liked Mrs. Ross’s class. 
They were always doing something, but it wasn’t stressful. Mrs. Ross explained everything 
really well, and she made sure that her students could always ask questions. Her classroom had 
light yellow walls, with encouraging posters up everywhere. The students’ reading points were 
on stickers above the closet doors. Red for ten points, blue for twenty, all the way to the golden 
one hundred-point poster. Molly had the second most points in her class, and her sticker was on 
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the green forty-point poster because she had exactly 43.7 points. She was determined to get her 
sticker on the golden poster by the end of the year, so she read as many books as she could.  
Molly spotted Sarah already at her desk across the room, so she made a pit stop after 
dropping her backpack in her cubby.  
“Hey,” she started. 
“Are you still mad at me from yesterday?” 
“I was never mad at you,” Sarah responded.  
“It feels like you’re mad at me, though,” Molly pressed. 
“I’m not mad at you,” Sarah repeated. 
“Ok. Do you want to play together at recess, then?” 
“Sure.” That had gone better than Molly had hoped! Sarah didn’t seem all that happy 
to see her, but at least she still wanted to hang out together at recess. Molly returned to her seat 
and sat down as Mrs. Ross started handing out the giant pencils for the cursive lesson. Sarah 
would come around. By recess, Molly was sure, they would be best friends again.  
 
 By recess, Molly and Sarah were… like distant cousins. They could hang out, sure, but 
Sarah was noticeably cold towards Molly. Together, they silently built a sand castle, molding 
and shaping each layer until they had a mound. They’d discovered last week that the trick was to 
use a layer of wet sand, then a dusting of dry sand, and then another layer of wet sand. Now, 
their mission was to see if they could tunnel underneath the mound in two directions without it 
falling down. About half the time, their mountain of sand would stand during the tunneling of the 
first channel, but they hadn’t yet found any success once beginning the second shaft. They 
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worked today with a sense of urgency; they had to meet their goal by Friday, or they wouldn’t be 
able to work on their task for another week, after fall break. 
 The problem they faced today was wet sand. It had rained the night before, so every spot 
in the sandbox was still damp. For each layer of dry sand, either Sarah or Molly had to run over 
to the sunny volleyball court to obtain fine, dry sand. Luckily, they had the large sandbox almost 
all to themselves. Only their classmate Dinesh currently shared the sandbox with the girls, and he 
wasn’t very talkative. He was digging away with a shovel, making piles of sand before shaping 
them into fantastic buildings and walls. Molly thought he might be making a sand-city.  
Molly always wondered what was going on in that head of his. Dinesh could dish out 
some fierce words when he hung out with the other boys, but, by himself, he was so quiet. And 
there was one thing about him that was different than most of the other kids at Molly’s school: he 
wasn’t a Christian. Sarah said that he was Hindu or something, but he never talked about it.  
“I’m gonna go get more dry sand,” Sarah announced, interrupting Molly’s thoughts.  
“Ok,” she replied, continuing to shape the damp sand into a nice, smooth mound. As 
Sarah walked off, Molly slapped the mound into shape, being careful not to mash the sandcastle 
or smack the top off of it. As she did so, a girl named Juno walked over, heading straight for 
Dinesh. Her pounding feet stopped right before smashing Dinesh’s city wall.  
“Are you a Christian, Dinesh?” she questioned. Molly was shocked. What a way to start a 
conversation! Juno was acting like she was a cop on TV and she had to figure out what Dinesh 
was up to. Plus, she asked the question as if she was asking him if puppies deserved to be loved, 
where he couldn’t answer “no” without being a horrible person. Dinesh answered by shrugging 
his shoulders and continuing to build his city. It looked like he was building a tower now. 
Juno wasn’t finished, though. She snatched the shovel from his hands.  
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“Say ‘Jesus is Lord,’ Dinesh, and I’ll give you back your shovel,” she ordered. Molly was 
horrified. That’s not the way you convince other people to become Christians! Juno wasn’t being 
a nice person or a good Christian. But what could Molly do? Juno was mean, and Molly 
wouldn’t win an argument against her, for sure. She watched to see what Dinesh would do.  
He shoveled the sand with his hands. He dug furiously, getting the sand underneath his 
fingernails, and he refused to look up at Juno, who stood above him, dangling the shovel over his 
head.  
“Say ‘Jesus is Lord,’ Dinesh!” she repeated. “Or,” she added, thinking up another idea, 
“I’ll knock over your building.” She tapped the top of one of his perfect sand castles with her toe. 
Dinesh kept digging. Molly stared, her mouth hanging open, at the horrible act Juno was about to 
do.  
“Juno, give him back his shovel!” Sarah commanded, suddenly returning from the 
volleyball court. “Jesus never ordered people like that!” Sarah glared at Juno and squeezed the 
sand in her hands tightly.  
“He needs to be a Christian!” Juno protested. “He’s a heathen!” Molly gasped. That was 
never something you should say about a person!  
“Well, you’re being a jerk!” Sarah yelled. “And a hypocrite!” Ooh, Sarah was yelling 
truth at Juno like fire. Juno was being a hypocrite: claiming to be a Christian, but acting nothing 
like Jesus. 
“I am not!” Juno shouted. 
“Yes, you are!” Sarah yelled back. “And if you don’t leave him alone, I’mma throw this 
at you!” Sarah jerked back her arm and got ready to throw her fistful of sand right at Juno. 
Scowling at Sarah, Juno dropped the shovel. She stomped backwards, away from Dinesh, before 
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turning quickly, letting her ponytail swing sassily as she marched away. After watching her go, 
Sarah plopped down next to Molly and sprinkled the dry sand on their mound. No one in the 
sandbox said anything, and the girls continued to work on their project in silence. 
It wasn’t very long until the teachers began gathering near the school door, preparing to 
call the kids in from recess. As the whistle blew, Molly and Sarah scrambled to connect their 
underground tunnels, but they were working too carelessly; their mound crumbled, and they 
sadly walked back indoors for their afternoon class. 
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Chapter 5: That’s What Friends Do 
 
            The rest of the week flew by, and Sarah’s anger slowly lessened, until, by Friday, the two 
friends were giddy with excitement about their upcoming camping trip together.  
            “I don’t even want to go home tonight!” Molly said, breathless, as she packed up her 
backpack on Friday afternoon. “I just want to go straight to the campground!” 
“I know!” Sarah replied. “I have to go home to my boring house and spend all night 
there, wishing I was already camping. I don’t know how I’ll sleep tonight. I’m so excited!”  
“I want s’mores so bad!” Molly added. “Mom bought the good chocolate.” 
“Oh, my gosh! You’re just making it harder to wait,” Sarah giggled.  
“Sorry!” Molly smiled back. The girls continued to laugh and chat about what they were 
most looking forward to on their vacation. 
“Riding bikes!” 
“Getting rocky road ice cream from that little catfish place!” 
 “Looking at the stars every night!” 
“Fishing!” 
“Playing on the beach!” 
“Eating bacon for breakfast every morning!” 
“Sleeping in!” 
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By the time Sarah’s mom had come to pick them up, it seemed like they would burst 
before they ever reached the campground the next day. Once in the car, Molly and Sarah 
bounced in their seats, and Molly felt like her body almost buzzed from excitement. Every word 
made them laugh, and Mrs. Linda was being the most patient mother ever. Molly was glad that 
Mrs. Linda would look at them in her rearview mirror and laugh along with them, instead of 
telling them to hush up.  
When they got to Sarah’s house, Molly knew that they had about forty-five minutes 
before her dad would come to pick her up. 
“What do you want to do?” she asked Sarah, after they had dropped their bags and shoes 
at the door.  
“Hmm. . . Let’s play Monopoly.” Sarah walked into her bedroom, Molly following 
behind, grabbed the board game from the closet, and sat down on the floor of her bedroom. 
Molly sat down facing Sarah in her usual spot. From her spot on the floor, Molly could see out of 
the bedroom window. The view wasn’t much; just a little grass and the side of the neighbor’s 
house. She glanced up in the opposite direction, following the design of the wallpaper up to the 
storage nook above Sarah’s desk where her stuffed animals lived. Molly thought that having a 
built in nook underneath your ceiling was so cool.  
“What piece do you want?” Sarah asked, and Molly swiveled her head back around the 
answer.  
“I want to be the dog.” 
“Cool. I’ll be the car, then.” 
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Sarah counted out the money for each of them. She had the number of bills for each amount 
memorized. After the starting money had been divvied up, Molly rolled the dice– a 5. Sarah 
rolled the dice– a 7. Sarah went first.  
 They went through a few rounds of dice rolling. Sarah visited jail, bought New York 
Avenue and Ventnor Avenue, and then paid luxury tax. Molly, on the other hand, rolled smaller 
numbers. She purchased Connecticut Avenue, Virginia Avenue, and Water Works before landing 
on Park Place.  
 “Ooh! Park Place. Sweet! Now, if you land on it,” Molly said dramatically, “you have to 
give me $35.” Sarah responded with an overdramatic look of hatred and giggled as she counted 
up the change Molly needed. It took a few moments, but Molly paid for Park Place fair and 
square. Sarah finally was able to roll for her turn, and she landed on the Reading Railroad. She 
bought it, and then it was Molly’s turn. 
She tossed the dice and, to her amazement, they both landed on one. Her piece moved 
two squares to Boardwalk!  
 “Yes!” she said, drawing out the “s” sound like a snake and pumping her arm in 
celebration before quickly buying the property. “If you land on Boardwalk now, you have to pay 
me $100 cause I own both blues.” 
 “I hate you,” Sarah said sulkily, but a smile creeped up her face. After counting the 
change Molly needed, she snatched the dice and rolled for her turn. She visited jail again. 
 To savor her turn, Molly shook the dice for a few seconds before letting them roll across 
the board.  
 “Three,” she counted and moved her dog to Community Chest. She plucked a card from 
the pile and read: “Pay school tax of $150.” Yikes. 
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 “Do you even have enough money left to pay that?” Sarah asked, looking at the empty 
spots in front of Molly where her money stacks had been.  
 “Yes!” Molly declared. “I get $200 for passing go, remember?” 
 “Oh, yeah.” Sarah slid two one-hundred-dollar bills from the “bank” and handed them to 
Molly, who quickly handed them back to pay the $150 school tax. Sarah took her turn again, and 
decided not to buy St. Charles Place, even though she could. Molly had not had that much self-
control. “But,” she told herself, “I won’t buy anything on my next turn around the board. I’ll just 
save up.” Her plan didn’t turn out so well, though. She rolled a three, and, with dread in her gut, 
counted out the space until she landed on the Income Tax space.  
 “You owe the bank $200!” Sarah said cheerfully.  
 “Or 10%!” Molly clarified.  
 “Do you know how to figure out what’s 10% of all you own?” 
 “No…” Molly admitted. 
 “Exactly. So you owe the bank $200.” 
 Carefully, Molly counted each bill that she had left. She even had to count all the one-
dollar bills, but, in the end, she only had $190 left.  
 “No!” she groaned. What could she do? 
 “Ha! Ha! Ha!” Sarah gloated.  
 “Ugh. So I guess you win.” 
 “Oh,” Sarah said. “That was so fast.” Molly shrugged. 
 “I’ll tell you what,” Sarah began, stretching out her arms and interlocking her fingers to 
pop them, “since we still have time and I don’t want to stop playing, I’ll buy Boardwalk from 
you for $200.” 
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 “But I paid $400 for it!” Molly protested. 
 “Yeah, but if you don’t sell it to me for that, you’ll go bankrupt.” She had a point. Molly 
had no other options. There was that mortgage thingy on the back of the cards, but she didn’t 
know how that worked.  
 “Fine!” She handed over Boardwalk and curled her hand in a “give me” motion until 
Sarah handed over the promised $200.  
 “Stupid income tax,” Molly muttered, as she turned the $200 in to the bank. 
 “I love this game!” Sarah declared, and she picked up the dice for her next turn.  
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Chapter 6: Packing and Speeding Right Along 
 
They hadn’t made another full turn around the board when Molly’s dad arrived to take 
her home. During the drive, Molly told him all about her day at school, and she complained 
about how Sarah had “saved” her in Monopoly by making her sell Boardwalk. 
“Well, you know, Molly,” her dad began in his teaching voice, “sometimes life is like 
that. We make bad choices and then other people are able to take advantage of that. What do you 
think you should have done?” 
“Not spent all my money,” she mumbled. 
“That sounds like a pretty good idea to me.” 
Molly crossed her arms and slumped in her seat, but she knew that Dad was right. Changing the 
subject, she asked him,  
 “What are you most excited for on our camping trip?” 
 “I don’t know,” he answered. “I guess I’m just happy for some time off.” Dad had no 
imagination.  
 When they reached the house, Dad told her to start packing while he got some of their 
gear together. He and Mom started pulling tents that were packed up tightly from the attic, while 
Molly began throwing her clothes into a bag.  
PJ’s, check. Underwear, check. Sneakers, check. Jeans, check. What was she missing? 
Oh, her jacket, check. Some t-shirts, check. Her sleeping bag, check. Socks, check. She couldn’t 
pack her toothbrush yet because she’d need that tonight and tomorrow morning. That was all. 
She was done packing. She walked out of her bedroom into the upstairs hallway. Mom was 
coming out of the attic, her hands full of bags and boxes.  
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“Here,” she said, handing a dark green bag to Molly, “take the tent poles for me.” Molly 
did as she was told and carried her cargo downstairs to the truck. After loading their handfuls, 
Mom and Molly turned to Dad, who was loading the fishing poles into the bed of his truck.  
“What next?” Molly said while bouncing on her feet on the concrete of their warm 
driveway. 
“You need to go pack your clothes,” Mom said. 
“But I’m done!” 
“Already?” Dad asked. 
“Uh-huh,” Molly nodded.  
“Well, so are we, it looks like,” he responded. “We’ll hook up the boat tomorrow 
morning and go get some ice for the cooler before loading the food in.”  
“So that’s it?” Molly asked. “But I can’t wait until tomorrow!” 
“Well, I’ll tell you what,” Dad began. “I have something we can do to pass the time. 
Come here.” Uh-oh. That was Dad’s I’m-going-to-give-you-more-chores voice. Molly 
reluctantly followed him over to the side of the garage. Dad stopped by their red four-wheeler 
and patted its cushioned seat.  
“Hop on, booger-bear,” he said. “We’ll go for a ride.” Excited, Molly climbed onto the 
seat while Dad grabbed the key from the other side of the garage. He then swung his right leg 
over the four-wheeler and sat down behind Molly, slipping the key into its spot.  
“Start ‘er up,” he said. Molly grabbed the key and turned it, then she placed one finger on 
the starter button and one finger on the gas. Unlike their car, the four-wheeler’s gas “pedal” was 
a little lever that you pushed with your thumb. It was kind of like the bell on a bicycle. Molly 
pressed the start button and held it for a moment while pressing the gas a few times. The 
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machine rumbled to life, but it squeaked and squawked as well, and, when she let go of the 
buttons, it was quiet again. She tried again a few times, feeling the rumble of the four-wheeler 
under her before hearing it die again.  
“Let me try, young’un,” Dad said. He pulled a little metal stick up on the machine, 
opening the choke. He then pressed the start button and the gas. The four-wheeler thundered 
awake, and Dad quickly popped the gearshift with his foot, making the whole machine jump. 
Then, he took his finger off the start button, pressed down on the gas, and they were off!  
It took almost no time at all for Dad to pick up speed, and he quickly changed gears 
again, this time with no jerking. He would pick up speed until the four-wheeler’s engine would 
“whine,” making a sound that was higher-pitched than the machine’s normal low rumble. Then, 
he would shift gears, and the four-wheeler would sound nice again, and they would go even 
faster.  
Molly loved riding the four-wheeler. They sped across their big backyard, across the field 
and into the woods. Dad took them down into ditches before roaring back up on the other side. 
Molly felt the wind in her face and watched the tree trunks fly by, and she saw a rabbit hop away 
when it heard them coming. Dad expertly steered them back across the open field, and she let the 
wind blow her hair back while she stared at the golden light of the sunset covering the yellow 
grass.  
As they passed their house, Mom waved from the back patio. Molly waved back and 
smiled, but the wind was making her eyes water. She wiped the wetness from her face and put 
her arms out while leaning back against Dad. He slowed a bit and put one arm around her. He 
drove back into the woods, following trail after trail and splashing into creek after creek. Molly 
was so excited to go camping, but she shouldn’t forget that she could have fun with her family 
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no matter where she was. Her parents were the best, her home was the best, and she had a pretty 
great life. Sometimes it took a four-wheeler ride to remind her. 




Chapter 7: Camping at Last 
 
The next morning dawned sunny and warm. It was just hot enough to make the whole 
world smell like trees and grass, but it wasn’t so hot that it was unpleasant. Molly thought it was 
a very brown, hopeful smell, like nature was calling her to come have fun with it today. And boy 
was she ready to do just that! 
The morning hours were filled with rushing and packing, and a very tense moment while 
Dad was attaching the boat to the truck. But, in the end, the three of them were packed in the truck 
and heading down to the campground by 11:30. Mom was texting Mrs. Linda, who let them know 
that they were already almost at the campground. Aside from being annoyed that Sarah would 
have more time than her to explore the campground, Molly was in a great mood. She watched the 
green trees flash by her fast-moving window, and she saw bits of brown and yellow leaves clumped 
in the trees, revealing that fall was almost here. In the truck, she felt like she was flying by the 
world in a warm, comfy magic carriage, like Cinderella rushing to the ball. But there would be a 
lot less fancy dresses and a lot more fun where Molly was going. She wiggled down in the back 
seat, lying on her back and staring at the one section of sky she could see from this position. The 
clouds didn’t fly by. Instead, they floated slowly across the window, strolling like they were sleepy 
and too lazy to move very quickly, kind of the way Molly was feeling right now… 
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Molly awoke slowly, feeling the bumpy roads near the campground. She sat up groggily 
and stretched, mad at herself for falling asleep at such an exciting time. They passed the old catfish 
place that served ice cream, the little houses that dotted the road, and the pine trees that lined it 
like they were crowding to get a better look at the people and cars driving by. Molly saw the 
familiar, steep hill, and she felt the speed as they drove down it. She couldn’t wait to ride her bike 
down it. She and Sarah would peddle so hard to get to the top, beating their mothers to hill’s peak. 
Their faces sweating and their legs burning, they would carefully ride a little farther down the road 
and convince their moms to buy rocky road at the tiny catfish restaurant. Then they would return 
and go zooming down the hill, feeling the wind in their face, the speed in their bones, and the 
danger in their guts. Mom and Mrs. Linda would eventually speed ahead; Mom said that heavier 
people go faster downhill. It had something to do with inertia.  
Now, however, they were only just pulling into their camping spot. It was a long, paved 
strip next to a shady spot where a fire pit, concrete picnic table, and a stone grill were stuck into 
the ground. The family unloaded their things, and Dad asked Molly to help set up the tent. 
They chose a flat, grassy spot, and cleared away any rocks, twigs, and leaves they found. 
Molly and Mom pulled out the tent poles while Dad stretched out the fabric of the tent. The tent 
poles were folded, and Molly and Mom had to unfold them and figure out the lengths and colors 
of each one. The poles were thin metal, with a stretchy string running through them. One had to 
line up the metal sections, and then they snapped into place. Molly found this process very 
satisfying. She liked feeling the sections jerked into place in her hands.  
After they finished setting out the tent poles, Molly helped Dad slide them into place within 
the small, fabric tunnels on the tent. It was tricky; they had to make sure they were putting the 
right pole in the right place, but, when they did, the pole would slide through the little shaft and 
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the end would be tucked into a pocket. To get the pole to fit into its pocket on the other side, Molly 
had to bend the pole, making it arch. Two of these arching poles crossed each other, making a 
dome that would be the ceiling of the tent. Eventually all the poles were in place. They arched in 
specific ways, creating the shape of the tent.  
Molly eagerly asked Dad for the hammer, and she rushed around the tent corners 
hammering the stakes into the ground. These would keep the tent from blowing away if there was 
a lot of wind. It was hard getting the stakes in the soil just right. They needed to be at a certain 
angle, and Molly had to hit them hard enough to drive them into the dirt, but she had to be careful 
to hit the stake with her hammer. Missing the stake did no one any good, and hitting her hand could 
be disastrous. Finally, she had all the stakes firmly in the ground. She liked to think that she was 
especially good at all things related to camping. The Girl Scouts ain’t got nothing on me, she 
thought proudly.  
After another hour of unpacking, blowing up air mattresses, unrolling sleeping bags, and 
setting their things into place, Molly’s family was ready to have fun. Just in time, Sarah, Mrs. 
Linda, and Mr. Charles came walking over.  
“Hey!” Mom called. “How are y’all?” 
“Pretty good,” Mr. Charles answered with a smile.  
“We’re down at the end of this cove,” Mrs. Linda said, pointing to the right where the road 
ended in a loop that overlooked the lake. Molly could see the camper that Sarah’s family was 
staying in. It was big and fancy. Molly would have been fighting off jealousy, but she knew that 
the camper really belonged to Sarah’s grandmama. Sure, she got to stay in a nice camper while 
Molly was in a tent, but it was a borrowed camper.  
Sarah rushed over to Molly and gave her a big hug.  
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 “You’re finally 
here!” she yelled. “Now we 
can do whatever we want. I 
met some kids at the 
playground earlier. They had 
to go back to their campers, 
but I can’t wait for you to 
meet them tomorrow. 
They’re really fun!” Molly 
wasn’t sure about all that. 
New people weren’t her idea 
of fun. She got all nervous, 
and her brain stopped telling 
her tongue the right thing to 
do. But maybe a group game 
of tag or hide-n-seek would 
be nice. And the more people 
they had to push the merry-
go-round, the better. It was an old playground with metal equipment, but if you could push the 
merry-go-round fast enough, it would spin so fast that you felt like you were having to push 
against all the forces of evil to stay on. If you were very careful, you could even try moving 
around while it was spinning. And the best way to get it going that fast was to have lots of people 
pushing.  
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Right now, though, Sarah was more interested in exploring the lake’s beach near their 
camper, and she sprinted away. Molly rushed after her friend, her legs pumping as fast as they 
could to catch up. The chilly wind blew her hair, and even though her legs burned, she felt freer 
than she had all day. She and Sarah carefully worked their way down the steep hill to the beach.  
For the next few hours, the two girls walked along the beach, following the little creeks of 
trickling water that wove their way across the sand all the way to the lake’s edge. Molly felt like 
an explorer, discovering new waterways, and Sarah had the idea to create dams and channels to 
change how the water flowed. Molly shoveled sand into the right places, and soon they had 
successfully blocked the flowing water… for about five seconds. Then their dam came tumbling 
down. Perhaps it would have been better to find a place for the water to go instead of straight at 
the crumbling, weak wall of sand.  
Then they decided to take their shoes off and walk along the water’s edge. It was cold, but 
the current swished around their toes and ankles in a wonderful way, and Sarah smiled her impish 
smile before kicking and splashing Molly. Gasping at the cold water, Molly bent down and used 
her hands to splash back. A whole water fight began. Molly chased Sarah, and Sarah ran after 
Molly in the chilly lake. The girls splashed each other and sprinted around in the shallow water 
until they were both gasping for breath and wetter than their parents would like. It was time to 
walk back to the campsite and dry off before dinner. Besides, Molly was hungry and it wouldn’t 
hurt to let Dad know that it was time to put the burgers on the grill.  
 
When the girls got back to Molly’s campsite, Dad had already started cooking, and the 
appetizers were ready to eat! Molly and Sarah gently peeked into the tin foil pouch that Dad had 
made on the grill. He had taken the breasts from the doves they gotten while hunting last 
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weekend and wrapped them in bacon and held it in place with a toothpick. He had then made a 
“bowl” out of tin foil and filled it with Italian dressing and the dove breasts.  
Molly and Sarah couldn’t stop popping these little delicious morsels into their mouths. 
They would snatch a toothpick and blow on the food to cool it before eating the savory meat. By 
the time dinner had rolled around, they hardly had room for their hamburgers. But they managed 
to make a little room for the juicy burgers that Molly’s dad had cooked up.  
After dinner, Molly lay back on the concrete bench seat of the picnic table, her tummy 
full, and her eyes trapped by the beauty of the stars above her. Mr. Charles must have felt the 
same way because he wouldn’t stop talking about the clarity and beauty of the twinkling stars.  
“It’s just hard to believe they are always up there, just like that,” he said. “They don’t 
look like that in my backyard!” Molly was confused. They looked just like they always did in her 
backyard. Was there such a difference between the sky in the country and the sky in the city 
were Sarah lived? Mr. Charles kept staring at and talking about the stars long after Molly had 
lost interest in watching them twinkle. She found the Big Dipper, the Little Dipper, and the three 
stars in Orion’s belt all while Mr. Charles gazed at the sky, his mouth wide open and his lips 
smiling.  
It was Sarah who pulled them all out of their daze. 
“It is time for s’mores, now?” she asked. Their parents smiled, and Mom got up to grab 
the supplies. They all put marshmallows on a long toasting fork and held them over the campfire. 
Molly carefully held hers over the fire, slowly turning it, like the rotisserie chickens at the 
grocery store. She wanted hers golden brown on the outside and gooey in the middle.  
Mom had a bit of a different strategy. She set out her graham crackers and chocolate on a 
plate, then she stuck her marshmallow straight into the flames, causing it to catch fire. Quickly, 
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she then moved the burning marshmallow from the fire to her plate, smooshing it into the 
chocolate with a graham cracker before blowing out any remaining flames. Her theory was that if 
the marshmallow was burning when it was placed in the s’more sandwich, that it would melt the 
chocolate better. Molly wasn’t sure that it actually worked, and, besides, she didn’t want her 
marshmallow burnt on the outside.  
Sarah was almost finished with her s’more by the time that Molly was satisfied with the 
roasting of her marshmallow and had squeezed it between her graham crackers. She bit into the 
sandwich, crunching the graham cracker and feeling the ooey-gooey marshmallow filling her 
mouth. It mixed with the smooth chocolate and the flavors melted together, warm and wonderful.  
As she curled up in her sleeping bag that night, she held onto the memories of the day: of 
warm sunlight, of walking along the beach, of eating s’mores and staring at stars with her 
favorite people in the world.  




Chapter 8: Fun and Awkwardness 
 
In the morning, Molly awoke to the sound of crows. Crows calling out into the open air, 
shouting joyously to their neighbors in the trees. With their happy cries, Molly’s spirits rose. She 
opened her eyes and pushed her sleeping bag down to her ankles, climbing out of her “bed.” Still 
in her pajamas, she crawled out of the tent. She threw on a jacket and her tennis shoes, and she 
rushed over to her bike, waving to her Dad as he stood cooking bacon at the grill. She threw her 
leg over the bike’s frame and clicked the kick-stand up. With that out of the way, she pushed off 
with her foot and glided out of their campsite with her bike’s tires rolling smoothly on the 
pavement.  
When she pulled into Sarah’s campsite, Molly met her friend as she was mounting her own 
bike. 
“Hey!” Sarah called. “Is breakfast ready?” 
“Not yet,” Molly answered. “Wanna race?” 
“You’re on!” Sarah shouted and shoved her foot off the ground, surging forward on her 
bike. Molly threw her bike around to face the direction Sarah had just gone, and she pedaled as 
fast as she could to catch her friend. It was no good, though. Sarah had gotten a head start, and 
Molly wasn’t any faster than her friend. Sarah passed Molly’s campsite first and shouted, 
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“I win!” She gracefully twirled around, turning in circles with Molly until they had slowed 
down.  
“You just had a head start, though!” Molly protested. 
“Don’t be a sore loser,” Sarah teased. She turned off the pavement, and Molly followed. 
Their bike wheels bounced on the uneven ground covered in crunchy leaves. They rode past Dad 
and the picnic table, to a small hill under the tall pine and oak trees. In the distance, she could see 
other campsites across a grassy valley with a creek running across it. Directly in front of them, the 
hill sharply dropped, with deep ruts running down it even more steeply. Molly studied the paths 
down the hill carefully and then turned to Sarah. She opened her mouth to ask Sarah’s opinion, 
but, before she could, Sarah gave her that impish, mischievous look and shoved her foot off the 
ground, making a whooshing sound against the leaves. With wide eyes, Molly watched her friend 
fly down one of the ruts, letting her handlebars guide themselves as she bounced wildly and gained 
speed, heading towards the open field.  
Sarah rolled down the rest of the hill without braking or pedaling, and soon she stopped in 
the thick grass on flat ground. Turning over her shoulder, she shouted: 
“Come on! What are you waiting for?” Grinning, Molly turned her bike around. Sarah 
would be confused for a moment, but that was okay. Molly looped around the campsite, lining 
herself up with the groove that Sarah had ridden down. 
“Be careful,” Dad cautioned as he looked up from his sizzling bacon. 
“I am,” Molly replied. She shoved off the hard pavement and pedaled as fast as she could, heading 
for the hill. Down it she sped, her tire not quite meeting the ground in certain places. The wind cut 
through her jacket, chilling her arms, but she clung to the handlebars as they shook and jerked, 
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moved by the hard ground. It felt like her bike had a mind of its own, and her eyes watered as it 
lurched down the hill. Her stomach jumped with every bump, but her gut said she was fine.  
After what seemed like forever, she was rolling past Sarah and coming to a stop in the tall, 
dry grass. She thought her heart would burst from the excitement and the risk. She felt so alive! 
“Wanna do it again?” Sarah asked.  
“Heck yeah,” Molly said. The girls spent the rest of the time before breakfast riding their 
bikes down the hill in every way possible, trying to find the steepest, fastest route. By the time  
Dad called them for breakfast and Sarah’s parents arrived, the girls were starving and ready for a 
break.  
Their breakfast was delicious. The bacon was crisp and salty, and it melted in Molly’s 
mouth. Mrs. Linda was so excited about the burning hot percolator coffee. She had the widest 
smile on her face, and she had walked around the campsite having fun saying, “perk-u-latin’!” 
Molly’s little tin cup was full of coffee, creamer, and sugar; and her paper plate was full of 
bacon, eggs, and biscuits. She stuffed the scrambled eggs into her mouth and savored the buttery 
biscuits that Mom had made. She caught Sarah’s eye as she took another bite, and both of the girls 
giggled at the puffed-out chipmunk cheeks of the other.  
They finished their delicious, campground breakfast and helped their parents clean up the 
dishes. Molly spent some time running back and forth between the trash can and the table, 
collecting the paper plates and throwing them away. Then she helped Mom clean the coffee cups 
under the water spigot. It was harder to do than washing the dishes in the sink at home. She had to 
bend over and make sure that she was rinsing the cup in the one stream of water while also making 
sure that stream of water wasn’t running right on her shoes. By the time the breakfast things were 
put away, Molly would have been lying if she had said her socks were completely dry. But it didn’t 
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matter much; it was time to change out of her pajamas anyway. Then, Sarah was ready to head to 
the playground and see if her new friends were there, so Molly jumped on her bike and followed. 
When they pulled up at the playground, Molly looked around at the kids there.  
There were a few teenagers playing basketball on the court, two pale little kids slowly 
climbing the ladder of the slide, and a group African-American kids sitting and chatting by the 
merry-go-round. As she and Sarah arrived, the group of kids looked up and waved.  
“Hey, Sarah!” a girl called. She was maybe a few years older than Molly and Sarah, and 
her braids, currently gathered in a ponytail, almost reached her waist. There were two younger 
boys on either side of her, and a small girl sat in the sandy dirt by her feet. An older boy, probably 
a teenager, sat behind the group on one of the merry-go-round’s handles.  
“What’s up?” Sarah asked.  
“Not much,” the girl replied.  
“We had chocolate milk with breakfast!” the little girl interrupted. Her friends (Molly 
thought they might be siblings) smiled.  
“We had coffee and bacon,” Sarah replied.  
“It was really good,” Molly added. The kids looked at her, but didn’t say anything.  
“Oh, this is my friend Molly,” Sarah introduced. The kids quickly introduced themselves, 
but Molly was so focused on trying not to make a weird face as everyone looked at her that she 
didn’t remember any of their names besides the name of the one girl with the long braids. Her 
name was Anaiah. Molly thought Anaiah looked prettier than she did, with little pieces of jewelry 
in her hair and small loop earrings. Molly’s own hair was messily thrown into a ponytail, and her 
ears weren’t even pierced.  
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Anaiah and Sarah chatted like they’d been friends forever, and, before long, the whole 
group was laughing. Molly didn’t say much, but she liked to listen. Soon, the kids were talking 
about their favorite songs, and they started singing together. Molly’s parents only let her listen to 
Christian music, so she had never heard any of the songs before. She felt so awkward just sitting 
there. Of course, Sarah had never heard the songs, either, but she danced along and smiled anyway. 
But Molly couldn’t dance. So, she just sat and smiled while Sarah laughed and chatted. Soon, 
Anaiah and her friends stopped talking to Molly altogether and were only chatting with Sarah. 
Molly was only there because it would be rude to leave. She didn’t seem to have much in common 
with these kids, and they apparently didn’t want to ask her anything, so she sat with her mouth 
closed and her ears open. A panicky feeling started beating in her heart, and her face started feeling 
so hot. She felt awkward and unliked.  
When Dad came over to see if she wanted to go fishing, Molly was relieved. She said good-
bye and walked away from the circle. Sarah looked a little upset that Molly would rather go fishing 
than hang out with her and her new friends. Molly just hoped that Sarah would understand.  
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Chapter 9: An Accident-Prone Fisherwoman 
 
Fishing with Dad was the relaxing afternoon that Molly needed. She loved the calm 
bobbing of the boat and it slowly drifted through the water. She loved the wind on her face as 
Dad pointed the boat quickly towards their favorite fishing spots. And she loved the feeling of 
successfully catching a fish.  
They drifted along shady spots, and Molly practiced casting. It was tricky to cast just 
right. You had to gently move your fishing pole back, either beside you or behind you. Then, you 
had to carefully jerk your hand forward, keeping your finger on the button and your hand around 
the handle. If you did it right, the pole would stay in your hand, but the clear fishing line would 
soar through the air, and the hook and bobber would land where you meant for them to. Molly 
was not so good at this, but she was getting better. She only got her hook stuck in a few plants, 
and she cast her bobber exactly where she wanted three times. And she didn’t even hook Dad 
once. Progress! 
All afternoon the two of them fished along the bank, or edge, of the lake. Dad would put 
a cricket on her hook and let her cast.  
“Throw it over yonder,” he would say, pointing where he thought she should fish. “You 
know what ‘over yonder’ means, don’t you?” 
“Anywhere but here,” Molly would reply, slowly. Dad always asked that. 
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Then, Molly would sit quietly, her eagerness growing stronger as she watched the bobber 
move up and down in the rippling water. Suddenly, the floating bobber would be pulled under, 
its colors barely visible through the green water. When this happened, it was on! Molly would 
furiously begin to reel in her fishing line. She gripped the reel tightly between her thumb and 
index finger, and round and round her hand went as the line was wrapped back in the reel. She 
could feel a fish pulling against her at the other end, and when it was close enough, she could see 
its shiny body through the dark water.  
When she was lucky, the fish was long. When she wasn’t lucky, the pull from the fish 
was barely there, and it was tiny when she got it in the boat. Dad would take the fish off the hook 
for her. You had to hold the fish a certain way so its spiky fins wouldn’t hurt you, and Molly was 
scared she would do it wrong and the fish would hurt her. Every now and then a fish got its 
revenge peeing as Dad was taking the hook out of its mouth. He’d be wrestling with the hook 
and the fish when, suddenly, the fish would release a yellowish stream of liquid into his lap. It 
happened twice this afternoon. The first time, Molly laughed out loud. The second time she 
handed Dad some paper towels.  
When the fish was too small to keep, Dad would let her throw it back into the water. At 
the beginning of the afternoon, she threw the fish back in as high as she could. Holding the fish 
by its tough, slimy lips and teeth, she would throw it upwards and watch it flip over and over 
before landing in the water. She would rate the tumbling pass on how many flips the fish had 
done and how high it had gone. Like a gymnastics judge, she would call out scores from one to 
ten. As the afternoon wore on, however, she began to realize that this may not be very nice for 
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the fishes. After that, she lowered them into the water and let them swim away. Dad said she was 
setting herself up to catch the same fish again if she didn’t throw the fish far from the boat, but 
she couldn’t bring herself to keep flinging them across the lake. She knew how it felt to belly 
flop.  
Slowly, their cooler full of ice became full of ice and fish. Dad talked about how he 
would fry them back at the campground.  
“First, you fillet the fish,” he said. “Then you rinse it off and pat it dry. Then you dip it in 
an egg and milk mixture. Then, you mix up cornmeal with flour and a little salt, and you roll that 
wet fillet around in it so it gets covered by the breading. After that you gotta dip it in the fish 
fryer just so. When you take it out it needs to be all golden and crispy. You know what we do 
then?” 
“Eat it!” Molly guessed.  
“Yep. Eat it up. And make some hush puppies while we’re at it.” Molly loved hush 
puppies. They were little fried balls of cornmeal and flour with peppers and spices in them. They 
were warm and flavorful with a crispy, melt-in-your-mouth outside. But she wouldn’t settle for 
just any hush puppy. She was an expert in what made them good. They couldn’t be too doughy 
in the middle, and they couldn’t be too sweet either. They had to taste like there was something 
in them besides cornmeal. And the crispier the outside, the better. But it couldn’t be burnt! There 
was a lot that Molly thought about when eating a hush puppy, and she wasn’t ashamed of it. She 
was a hush puppy connoisseur, as Mom said.  
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 The sun was getting low in the sky when they pulled the boat out of the water, and it had 
that glow about it that tells the world that the day is nearing its end. As they drove in Dad’s truck 
back to their campsite, pulling the boat behind them, Molly stuck her hand out of the window 
and closed her eyes. She was tired in the best way. Her face still felt warm from the sunshine 
bouncing off the water, and flashes of light still danced across her eyelids. Soon, Dad was 
pulling the truck back into their spot, and Mom waved to them from her spot in a lawn chair next 
to Mrs. Linda and Mr. Charles. It looked like they had been chatting and sipping coffee while 
Molly and her dad were fishing.  
 Sarah was back at the campsite, too, now. She had just climbed back up the hill with her 
bike. It seemed she had been riding down the steep hill again. She smiled and waved at Molly as 
she climbed down from the truck.  
 “All right, booger bear,” Dad said. “If you give me about an hour, I’ll have the first 
pieces of fish coming out of the fryer. Can you help me get this cooler out of the boat?” Molly 
climbed into the boat and grabbed one handle of the cooler while Dad reached in and grabbed the 
other. She pulled her side around to the side of the boat so Dad could reach both handles. He 
lifted the cooler from the seat of the boat and carried it over to the picnic table. Molly swung her 
legs over the boat’s side and jumped down, making sure to bend her knees when landing so she 
didn’t hurt herself.  
 “Come on!” Sarah yelled as the parents started cleaning the fish. “I found a new way to 
go down the hill! It’s really steep, but it’s super fun. You just gotta make sure that you go around 
this big log at the bottom.”  
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 “Cool!” Molly pulled her bike around and hopped on, following her friend smoothly 
down the rutted hill. They took turns going down the hill, pretending to be stuntwoman in the 
movies. They practiced going down the hill quickly and slowly, right behind each other, and so 
fast that their wheels barely touched the ground. Their favorite path down the hill now had a 
small trench where their bike tires had ridden over and over again.  
 Now, the sun was just peeking behind the horizon, and the world had golden color to it. 
The girls went flying down the hill time and time again. Each time they climbed back up, dinner 
was closer to being ready. The fish fryer was now bubbling nicely. The golden oil was hot and 
ready to use. Dad plopped a breaded piece of fish in, and it sizzled and bubbled around the fish 
as it quickly cooked.  
 “Again?” Sarah asked, drawing Molly’s attention away from the cooking food. 
 “Sure!” Molly answered. “One sec.” She wheeled her bike around and steered around the 
campsite, so she could get a good, moving start. She shoved off the pavement and hurdled 
straight for the steepest path, noticing the proud smile on her friend’s face as she whooshed by. 
Molly hit the downhill so fast her front tire was in the air for a moment. As she whizzed down 
the hill, she heard Dad call out, 
 “Come try this fish, young ladies!” The fish was done! Excited, she steered her bike away 
from the path, so she could slow down faster. But her tire was stuck in the deep rut they had 
made, and, when she tried to turn, her tire hit the side of the channel and stopped! Her bike 
didn’t. It flew into the air, launching Molly into the air, straight towards the fallen log at the 
bottom of the hill. She landed on top of it, her body limply falling into the leaves beside it. 
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 Molly was face down in the leaves. Something hurt. Everything hurt! She could hardly 
breathe, but she kept gasping for air. Sarah came rushing over, and Molly pulled herself up so 
she was sitting. Ooh, her arm hurt so badly! Molly looked at Sarah, whose eyes widened in 
shock. She turned and ran back up the hill, shouting, 
 “Come quick! Molly’s broken her arm!” Had she? Molly looked down at her left arm. It 
had hit the log pretty hard. Now, it was in a weird position. The bottom half of her arm wasn’t 
meeting up right with the top half. This wasn’t right! And it didn’t feel right, either. It hurt so 
badly, and it felt so wrong. Molly started crying before she could help it. Cradling her arm to her, 
she sat in the dirt. She didn’t want to look at the arm, and she didn’t want to feel it.  
 Mom and Dad were rushing down the hill on foot. They came to her side and gently 
pulled her up. She could still walk just fine. Slowly, she made her way up the hill with their help. 
Every jerky movement made her arm hurt. It ached terribly, and when she moved, the pain was 
sharp. Mom wrapped her arm in a dry dish cloth, and she placed an ice pack on Molly’s arm. She 
sat, slowly crying, on the picnic table bench. Mom sat next to her and kept saying soothing 
things. Dad was starting to unhook the boat from the truck. They wouldn’t get to the hospital 
very fast if they had to pull the boat all the way there. 
 Suddenly, Mr. Charles pulled up next to the campsite in his car. Molly hadn’t seen him 
leave, but he had gone to get his car.  
 “Just take our car!” he called to Dad. “It’ll be faster.” Mom told Molly to stand up, and 
Dad let go of the boat hitch. They piled in Mr. Charles’s car, Dad driving, and started on the long 
drive to the hospital.  
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Chapter 10: Healing 
 
 The drive to the hospital was long. Longer than Molly would have liked. Truthfully, she 
would have liked not to have had a broken arm. She couldn’t believe that this had happened to 
her! It wasn’t fair! For the rest of the drive, she sat in the car crying because she was in pain and 
she was sorry for herself.  
 Finally, Mom, Dad, and Molly arrived at the hospital. Mom helped her into the 
emergency room while Dad parked the car. The nurses gave her a sling to put her arm into, and 
they let her borrow a fresh ice pack. Then she waited. All during the night, Molly did a lot more 
waiting than she thought a hospital would make someone with a broken arm do.  
 She survived the waiting and the painful x-rays where they made her bend her arm in 
ways that it now hurt– a lot!– to move her arm. But, by the time morning came around, her arm 
was set in a cast, she had gotten some sleep, and she was feeling much better about the whole 
thing. Dad drove the family back home, where Mom and Molly got out, and he headed back to 
the campground to collect their things and bring Mr. Charles’s car back. The camping trip was 
officially over for Molly’s family.  
The rest of the week passed in a bit of a blur. Molly’s arm kept aching, and she spent a lot 
of the time sleeping. Dad moved all of their camping gear back to the attic, but he made sure 
Molly had all the time outside she wanted, as long as she was sitting down. 
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By the following Monday, Mom and Dad decided that Molly would be fine going back to 
school.  
When the morning came, Molly was nervous. She had a cast and a sling on her arm. 
Everyone would notice, and they would all look at her. And keep looking at her. Nervously, she 
walked into her classroom. All her classmates scurried around the room, putting their backpacks 
away and getting ready for the day. A few looked up at her. Some looked startled, while some 
just kept moving. Oliver, one of her friends, looked up at her from his seat. 
“Hey, what happened to your arm?” he asked.  
“Um… I broke it,” she replied. 
“How’d you do it?” 
“I fell off my bike.” 
“Oh! Me, too!” he answered, turning around in his seat so Molly could see the medical 
boot on his foot. She smiled, and Oliver raised his hand for a high five. She slapped his palm 
with her good arm, and then she walked to the closet and began unpacking her backpack.  
The morning went well, and only a few people asked Molly what had happened. She 
noticed that those who mentioned it wanted to know how she was, and they only asked because 
they cared. Functioning without her left arm wasn’t too easy, but luckily she was right handed, 
so she could still do her schoolwork just fine. English class passed without any trouble, as did 
science class and lunchtime. Before she knew it, recess had arrived. She followed Sarah out on 
the playground to the sandbox. She had almost forgotten about their goal to make a tunneled 
sandcastle.  
“I don’t think I’ll be very helpful with only one hand,” she giggled to Sarah as they sat 
down.  
   
50 
 
“That’s ok!” Sarah assured her. “Just do what you can.”  
“I’ll just dig out sand for you to use, and then you can shape it with your hands.”  
“Ok, good plan,” Sarah replied. They worked in silence for a while, Molly digging up 
sand and Sarah shaping it. Dinesh joined the sandbox while they worked, but he didn’t seem in 
the mood to chat. Finally, they had a small rounded mound, and Sarah decided to grab some dry 
sand from the volleyball court. 
It seemed that as soon as Sarah had stepped out of the sandbox, Juno had stepped in. To 
Molly’s terror, she grabbed Dinesh’s shovel. Molly had a horrible feeling of déjà vu. This had all 
happened before…  
“If you say God is real, then I’ll give you back your shovel,” Juno meanly told Dinesh. 
He kept his head down, and pushed a pile of sand into the corner of the sandbox. What could 
Molly say to Juno? Where was Sarah? Molly turned her head to see how far away Sarah was. 
She had just started walking back from the volleyball court. Molly kept her seat in the sand, 
twitching and wishing Sarah would walk faster.  
“Why won’t you believe in Jesus, Dinesh?” Juno was asking. “If you don’t, you’ll go to 
Hell.” Where was Sarah? Juno couldn’t just say those things to someone! 




Finally, Sarah arrived. She was just in time to hear Juno tell Dinesh that he was a 
heathen. Without even as much as a warning, Sarah chunked her fistful of sand at Juno. Gasping, 
Juno swiped at the sand on her uniform skirt. The dry sand rolled right off, but Sarah snatched up 
a handful of damp sand and prepared to throw again. 
“Don’t ever say those things to Dinesh, again!” she ordered, staring at Juno with fury. 
“You aren’t being like Jesus at all! You’re the heathen!” Juno stood her ground. Sarah rolled her 
arm back, and– wham!– a ball of wet sand hit Juno right in the middle of her white shirt. This 
time, she gave in and ran away, dropping Dinesh’s shovel while furiously trying to get the dirt 
spot off her shirt.  
Sarah sank into the sand wordlessly, slapping the sand into place on the mound. Dinesh 
went back to digging. Molly had never seen Sarah so angry, but she figured Sarah would calm 
down after a while. To her surprise, Sarah was still fuming ten minutes later. Maybe Sarah 
wasn’t just angry at Juno.  
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“Are you mad at me?” she quietly asked Sarah.  
“Yes!” Sarah shouted. “Of course I’m mad at you!” Dinesh decided that Sarah shouts 
meant that it was his time to leave, and he quickly stepped out of the sandbox, leaving the friends 
alone.  
“Why are you mad at me? What did I do?” Molly said, confused.  
“You never stand up for anybody!” 
“What?” 
“You never stick up for people! You didn’t stand up for Dinesh when he was being 
bullied– twice! You didn’t stick up for me when Taylor was rude to me, and, plus, you were rude 
to my friends when we were camping!” 
“I wasn’t rude to them!” Molly protested. 
“Yeah, you were! You wouldn’t even talk to them!” 
“I didn’t know what to say!” Molly yelled.  
“What does that even mean? You should have just talked to them!” 
“I didn’t know what to say! They didn’t want to talk to me, either.” 
 “Well, they thought you didn’t like them because you’re white and they’re black.”  
 “What?!” Molly gasped. That was horrible. She started to tear up. “Well, I didn’t know 
what to say,” she continued. “I’m not good at talking to people like you are. It scares me. People 
scare me.”  
 “How can people scare you? They’re just people.” 
 “Yeah, but what if they don’t like me, or they judge me. Or they think I’m racist,” she 
replied, moving her hand like she was a waiter, giving Sarah the perfect example of why people 
were scary. Sarah thought for a moment.  
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 “Ok. I sort of get it,” she replied. “But you can’t let people scare you that bad. You still 
have to do what’s right. Remember when Jesus stuck up for that lady who everyone was going to 
kill? And he said whoever hadn’t sinned could punish her, then they all walked away. You gotta 
be more like that.” 
 “I’ll try, but I don’t do it as well as you do,” Molly admitted. 
 “I’ll help. Just, next time, if someone is rude to me, could you be on my side instead of 
asking me questions about it?” 
 “Yeah, if you make sure you tell me why you’re mad straight off if you’re mad at me,” 
Molly countered. 
 “Deal,” Sarah said, giving Molly’s hand a shake like they were businesswomen. “Can I 
sign your cast when we go inside? I want to be the first one.” 
 “Sure!” Molly said, a warm feeling in her chest, like someone had lit a birthday candle in 
her heart. Her friendship was back the way it should be, and everything was right as rain.  
 When the whistle blew for the end of recess, Molly had to walk over to line up; she 
wasn’t allowed to run with a cast. She ended up right behind Juno. Using all her courage, she 
leaned forward and whispered,  
 “Juno. In case you were thinking of bothering other people like you bothered Dinesh, you 
really shouldn’t. I throw even better than Sarah.” 
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